
The Tragedy 
King An thou Indeed? 

Tir. Troueme my gracious foueraigne, 

King Darft thourcfolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Ttr. I try Lord ,but I had rather kill two enemies. 

King Why there thou haft it two <J cepe enemies. 

Foes to my reft, and my fweet fleepesdidurbs. 

Arc they that I would haue thee deale vpon.* 

Tinell meane thole baftards in the tower. 

Tir. Let me haue open m canes to come to them. 

And foone ile rid you from t he fcare of them. 

King Thou fingft lweet mulick e. Come hither IW, 
Goby that token, rife and lend thine eare, bewiffers in his cart, 
71s no more butfo^aic isitdone,d • 

And I will loue thee and prefer thee too. 

Tir. Tisdonemy gracious lord. 

K ng Shal we heare from thee Tirnl ere wc flecp. ? £#to Bhc, 
Tir, YelbaJlmylord,. 

Buck,. My lord,I haue confidcrcd in my mind. 

The late demand that you did lound me in. 

Kmg Well,let chabpa/Ie^Dbtfet is fed to Richmond, 

Buck, 1 heare that newes my lord. . 

Kng Stan’e) he isyour vvifcsfonnes.Wellooke to it. 

Buck. My lordjlclaime yburgifyny dew by promile, 

Fcr whic h your honor and your faith is pawnd, 

The Earlcdome ofHcrford and the moueables. 

The w'hich you promifcd.I firouldpollclfc, - ' 

Kmg S rWryleokc to your . wife 5 if lire conuay 
Letters to Richmond you lhall anfwereit^ 

Buc k. What faies your highnes to my iuft demand. 

King As I reruember jHcntie t he fxt 
Did prophccic that Rich mond fhould be king. 

When Richmond was a Htclc.pceuith boy; 

Aking perhaps. perhaps, ntiv. Buck. My lord* 

Kfg How chance the prophet could not at that ritr.f, 
Haue told me I being by.thatl fhould kill him. 

Buck- Mylord,yourprornilefcrthcEarledorne, 

Ki ng Richmond, when laftl was at Exeter, 

The MaicMfih^urtcfie Ihowd me the Caftle, 

! And 


efRiehardthe third. 

And called it Ruge -mount, at which name I flatted, 

Becaufea Bardoflrcland tddmeonctf' o orrriio h 
I fhould not liue long after I faw Richmond.^ ; ' ; 

Buck. My lord. 

Kmg. Lwhatsaclocke? 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promild me. 

King. Wel,butwhats acIocke? 

Buck. Vpon the ftrokcof tcn. 

King. WelUetitftrike. 

Buck. Whielctitftrike. ? , • 1 ' ' 

King. Becaufe th at like a Tacke thou keepft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

I am not in the giuiiig vaine to day. 

Buck. Whic then reiolue me whether you wil or no? 

King. T ut,tut,thou troublcft mc,I am not in the vain. Exit. 
"Buck. Is it cuen Ibjtcwardft he my true feruice 
Withfuch deepe contempt, made /him king for this? 

O let me thinke on Hafhngs and be gone 
T oBrccnock while my fearcfullhead is on. 

Enter Sir Frances Tinell. 

7jr. 7he tyrranous and bloudie deed it done, 

7he moft arch-a<ftofpitteous maffacre, 

7 hat eueryct this land was guilt ieof^ 

Dighton and Forrcft whom Idid fhbome. 

To do this ruthles pcece ofbutcherie, 

Although they were flefht villains, bloudie dogs, 

Mclqng with tendetnes and kind compaflion, 

Weptlike two children in their deaths lad flories: 

Lo thus quoth Dighton laic thole tender babes. 

Thus thus quoth Forrcft girdling on another, 

Within the jr innocent alablafler amies, : 

Their lips were fbure red Roles on aftalke. 

Which iatheir fitrnmerbeautie kift each other, 

A booke ofpraiers on their pillow laic. 

Which once quoth Forrcft almoft changd my mind 
«?«£>iudl their the villaine ftopt, : ' 

hilft Dightqn thuscold on we fmothcred 
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